Lady, when I consider love's rebuff,

which, though from hot to cold m naught else

varies,
and how, though ice, you start the flamy stuff

that burns my soul and my unchanged despair is,
by night and day I weep with cause enough

against thee, reason, crying loudly, " Where is
the keeper of the gate, who, full of bluff,

at the first blow deserts what in his care is ?"
Be thou ashamed !   For though stout foes pursue me

they had not triumphed, had you held your ground

though my own heart was guilty of high treason*
A glance, a hand, a wisp of laughter slew me,

and if these little three your hopes confound,

he's mad who calls thee more than mortal, reason*
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